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Livewire: What is your favorite term for the male anatomy? 


Cynthia: Well, | used to say ‘Hampton Wick, which is cockney rhyming slang for ‘dick: And ‘Rig, which was Keith 


Moon's word for his own dick. 
--Taken from a Livewire interview with Cynthia Plaster Caster 


Jayne stood in line at the Ivory Corner Liquor Store in a state of complete frustration Not only had her date 


left with someone else, the party they went to together was horrible and she was picked to get more beer 


because she was the only sober person there. 


"The only reason I'm sober is because everyone else is a freaking cheap alcoholic,’ she thought bitterly. She 
couldn't remember the last time she'd been this upset. Cheap as everyone was, they did manage to scrape 
together $20 and then send her walking three blocks to the liquor store alone at | AM. Jayne had been in line 
for at least five minutes, tapping her foot angrily to keep from losing her temper and yelling at everyone to 
hurry up and do their job. She had no idea what she'd buy with $20, but she knew she couldn't get very 
much. Not for that rowdy bunch back at the house. 


Jayne felt even angrier that she'd tried so hard to look cute for the party. She didn't feel very attractive, 
standing in the middle of the disgusting liquor store. She had worn her favorite dress; a short, light orange 
dress with pink flowers. Its modest little cap sleeves did nothing to make up for the plunging neckline of the 
dress, not to mention that it's length was well above her knees. She wore tall platform shoes. They were 
new. Upon remembering that this was the first time she'd worn them, she grinned weakly and gazed 


downward to admire them. 


Her look quickly turned to horror as she saw a roach slowly climbing up on her new shoe. She screamed, and 
her kick sent the roach flying across the room. Strangely enough, no one looked back at her. She heard the 


door open and another person got in line behind her. 
"Hey, what's taking so long up there?" She demanded. "Move it!" 
"Shut up!" Some deigned to say back. 


Just as she was about to say something that ended up in a fight, the man behind her spoke up. "You really do 


need to get a move on, mate. Some of us really want to get drunk!" 


"Yeah!" Jayne agreed hotly. She spun around to face the man behind her. "Can you believe..." Whoa 
Jayne couldn't imagine that what she saw was real. She was stunned for a few seconds, then tried to speak 


but could not. 


"| know, a little hard to believe the shoddy treatment here. Its fine though. Last time | was here they gave 


me a key. Come on" 


The man who grabbed her hand and led her to the cage door behind which all the liquor was kept was none 


other than Keith Moon. The world-famous drummer from her favorite bandll! 


Her instinct was usually to flinch away from strangers dragging her by the hand, but she thought she 
certainly wasn't going to pull away from him. Not the person she'd fantasized about for so long. If anything, 
she wanted to throw her arms around him and never let go. But she was paralyzed, or so it seemed. All she 


could do was stare and follow along. 


He fumbled with his keys, obviously he'd already had some to drink tonight. "Aw, here it is! After you, love!" He 
swung the rusty door open and extended his hand to let her go inside. Jayne felt a little uncomfortable doing 
so in an unfamiliar place. Keith didn't seem to mind walking in with her and grabbing bottles off the shelf with 
both hands. He didn't even seem to care when several fell to the floor and broke. Jayne tried to catch them, 
but missed each one of them. The drummer laid an armload of liquor on the counter and smiled at the 


negligent clerk. 
"How much, mate?" 


The clerk didn't even want to bother ringing everything up separately and gave him a nice round number. Keith 


pulled a wad of cash out of his pocket and counted in a rapid stupor. "How much have you got, love?" 


The awestruck girl looked in her wallet and pulled out the twenty dollars her friends had given her. She was 
still too dumbfounded to care and let him take it. 


"That'll work." He snatched the money from her hand and tossed it on the counter. When Jayne saw him start 
picking up the massive amounts of booze, she immediately helped him carry what he left behind. He turned to 
the rest of the patrons in the store, who at this point were also staring dumbly, and announced, "Farewell, 


pleasure doing business with yal” 


Jayne smiled nervously and followed him out. "Hey," she said, this time with the knowledge of who he was. She 
wanted to say something cool, that wouldn't drive him away. Something that insured that he didn't leave her 
there after she helped him load the booze into the car; something that insured she'd get a little further with 


him than she ever thought was possible. 


"That was really cool of you," Jayne may well have smacked herself in the head for sounding so cliché if her 


hands weren't full. "Those guys were being serious pricks. I'd been in line like, forever." 


"Well," he responded. "Helps to know the right people. And in this instance, that's mel" He let out a laugh and 
jumped in the car. Jayne stood by the passenger door and peered at him through the open window. “Thanks for 
the help, love." 


He held out a bottle of brandy to her. She opened the door to take it. Their eyes met as her fingers touched 
his. Keith's eyes motioned for her to sit and she gladly did without breaking their mutual gaze. He let her have 
the bottle once the door was closed. Jayne thanked him and shifted her eyes to the bottle to open it. He 
backed up the car and gunned it down the street, a much different direction than how she came. She grinned 


as she took a long, slow sip. Keith was still glanced over at her while driving and asked, "You like it?" 
"Yes, it's very good." Jayne said, licking her lips. "I've been waiting all day for this!" 
"I know what you mean," Keith rasped, his speech a little slurred already. Then he opened a bottle for himself. 


Drinking and driving, Jayne thought. Probably a horrible idea, but she didn't say anything. She was still trying to 


calm her mind down and think of a cool way to impress the man who was in the car with her. Jayne couldn't 


think of anything to say, so she asked him a simple question to break the silence. "So is the party we're going 
to at your place?" 


"No," he answered. "But it is near where | live. Same neighborhood and all, but not my place. | crashed it, but 


they didn't seem to care." 


Jayne took a moment while he was speaking to look over at him. He seemed pretty focused on driving the 
winding roads and didn't notice her looking. She was glad. The last thing she wanted to seem like was a drooling 
fangirl. Not that she wasn't one, she just didn't want him to see it. She stared at his dark brown hair as the 
wind blew it back, better showing his beautiful brown eyes. The girl knew she'd have to be careful around 
him; one look from those eyes in the right way might make her lose herself. 


For being half-lit, Keith was driving down those curvy roads very well. A few times he even closed his eyes 
and leaned his head out the window. Jayne saw a freedom in him she didn't see in others. That was obvious 


to her the first time she'd seen him that she knew (not thought, knew) that he would make her weak 


All in all, a pretty quiet car ride to the party. But Keith didn't seem to mind. He seemed calm and content 
with the empty road. However, when the car came to a stop in the driveway of the palatial home where the 


party was being held, his personality underwent a slight change. With a sudden burst of energy, he jumped 
out of the car. 


“Alright, let's get drunk!" He exclaimed loudly and started to grab armloads of bottles. Jayne put her small 
bottle of brandy under her arm and grabbed some too. He ran up to the open door of the house. Jayne ran 
as fast as she could, considering how tall her shoes were. Keith announced that he was back, and loud cheers 
erupted from the doorway. Arms reached out, grabbed him and pulled him inside. As Jayne reached the 
porch, the door slammed shut in her face. She stomped her foot in frustration, knowing she'd have to set 
everything down to open it. That and she hoped it would be okay for her to attend. But they had let Keith 
crash, and if they were drunk enough they might not notice anyway. 


As she stood there thinking, the door flew back open and a hand reached out and grabbed her arm. She was 
caught completely off guard. The hand pulled her inside quickly and slammed the door behind her. She 
dropped one or two bottles in the process, but that couldn't have been helped. Fortunately, the shag carpet 
broke their fall. Even so, people were snatching them as soon as they hit the ground. It all happened so fast 
until she saw those eyes. Keith's sweet gaze and warm smile were all she saw for a moment as he looked at 


her and then drew close to whisper to her over the music. 


"Thanks, love. Enjoy the party." Then he kissed her on the cheek and walked away to join the rest of the 
party. Jayne was completely stunned for a moment. With all the booze gone, she was now able to reach her 
hand up and touch her face. The kiss lingered, and she couldn't help but smile and giggle. He wasn't around 


anymore to see. He was already the next room over, getting into who knows what. 


Jayne decided it would be best not to follow for the moment; she'd catch up with him later. She stepped 
through the crowd of happy drunks, each telling her a friendly hello. She hadn't felt this comfortable at the 


party she had just left, and those were all people she knew! Soon her awkwardness melted away and she found 
herself near the record player dancing. Dancing by herself, but it didn't matter. She had finally found the 


release she'd needed all day. 


She danced and chatted casually for about 20 minutes before she felt someone watching her. There were a 
lot of people dancing now. Her eyes scanned the crowd carefully. She couldn't spot anyone looking at her, but 
she could feel it. She moved through the crowd, observing as she went. Then she saw the eyes that were 
watching her. And they belonged to Keith. While still filled with happiness, they were filling with something 


else now. Something that looked to Jayne like attraction. Something that bore a striking resemblance to lust. 


Keith had been watching her dance from across the room. He was sitting in a chair, one leg crossed lazily 
over the other. He looked almost regal sitting there, reigning over the makeshift dance floor. The starring soon 
made her forget the rest of the party, and it was like only the two of them were there in the great big 
house. She stopped walking and started to dance again, but this time, she had an audience; and she intended to 
put on a good show. Now was her chance to really get his attention She dangerously locked eyes with Keith 
and slowly began to move her hips. A smile played across her face both sweet and seductive. The song that 
was playing was incredibly sexy, and that made it easy for Jayne to act that way. 


Jayne pulled up her long, blonde hair with her hands and then let it cascade down her back. She slid her hands 
down the sides of her breasts and watched as Keith's look went from a curious infatuation to complete and 
total lust. He lowered his head but never broke his gaze. Now he was beginning to smile too, only the smile was 
a little frightening to her. Enough to make her heart pound faster. Enough to make her a little wet. 


Keith's breathing was visibly increasing. She could see his shoulders moving up and down with every heavy 
breath. And only another minute passed before he strode speedily across the dance floor, grabbed her by the 
arm for the second time that night, and lead her through the crowd and out the back of the house. As soon 
as they were outside, he slammed her against the siding on the house. The look he gave her was a little more 
intense when his eyes were only a few inches from her own. They now looked wanton; a crazy but controlled 
look plastered on his face. A lust-driven smile on his lips. Lips that very slowly came toward her own. Jayne 
felt white hot passion explode inside her as Keith's lips touched hers. This was not like a normal first kiss. It 
was immediately followed by Keith's tongue probing her mouth and his hands feeling her up. Jayne had never 
felt more ready for sex in her entire life and something told her she would get her wish very soon. He 
pressed his body against hers and she could feel how hard he was through her thin dress. She lifted her leg 


and wrapped it around him, moaning as his kisses made their way down to her neck. 


Keith broke the kiss and locked eyes with Jayne once more. His primary need had been satisfied for the 
moment, and his breathing began to slow. Jayne wanted to find a way to show him she was happy with the 
action that had just taken place. She smirked and gave him a satisfied look, then leaned in to give him a softer, 
less urgent kiss. That seemed to make Keith more wanton than anything. His touches became slower and 
sweeter. A soft sign escaped his lips and Jayne pulled away. With his eyes still closed, he pulled away, allowing 
her to stand on her own. 


She kept her eyes on him and began walking to the edge of the balcony that overlooked the ocean. He followed, 


placing a hand on her back when he too reached the edge. Jayne looked back and saw a very serene look on 
Keith's face as he watched the water. But that moment might have lasted twenty seconds before he quietly 


asked, "Want to have a closer look?" 


Jayne nodded and the two of them walked down the balcony steps of the oceanfront home. A few steps from 
the bottom, Jayne stopped and removed her beloved platforms and set the on the bottom step. She stepped 

down onto the cool sand and was filled with delight. It had been years since she'd been to the beach at night. 

She'd almost forgotten how magical it was. Maybe that's why Keith lived on the beach, she thought. Just as 

she was pondering, Keith walked past her. She caught up to him and walked by his side. 


Just before leaving the property where the party was being held, Keith walked over to a picric table that was 
nearby. Keith snatched up the tablecloth that covered it and put it around his shoulders, then continued 
walking. Jayne caught Keith's arm and strode with him down the shoreline. She leaned her head onto his arm as 
they walked. His hand held fast to the tablecloth, and ran his other hand down Jayne's back, and sometimes 


lower. As a contrast to before, Keith now seemed much calmer. But something told her it wouldn't last long. 


They walked a few houses away to a more secluded part of the beach. Keith whipped the tablecloth around a 
few times, then onto the ground. Jayne giggled. She guessed he was trying to look cool, but the cloth fell into a 
pile in the sand. She stooped down and grabbed the edges of the cloth and spread in neatly on the ground. It 
was just like making a bed. And just like that, it registered in Jayne's head: that was the point. She took a look 
at Keith and he raised his brows at her. She took a seat and he sat too. 


"How about another one of those dances, love? You seem to be in the business of .. . entertainment .. " Keith 


said lucidly. 


I'm a cashier," Jayne said with a laugh. "I only dance for fun" Keith's stare was getting more intense now. 


Maybe she could give him a more private, personal dance with no one else around. 
"There's just one problem," She continued "There's no music." 


"Hold that thought," Keith muttered and walked into the house behind them. She knew Keith lived in the 
neighborhood, but she didn't know he lived this close. Then again, maybe it wasn't his house. They thought 
greatly amused her that he could just walk into someone's house so casually. Whichever may have been true 
was funny to her. While Keith was in the house, Jayne mentally prepared herself to do what she was about to 
do. She was about to give a lap dance to Keith Moon, the drummer for the best and most popular band in the 


world! 


Keith stumbled out of the house a few minutes later with a small record player. A long extension cord trailed 
behind him into the house. When he sat it in the sand, Jayne reached up and gave him a kiss that, when it 
ended, made him run back into the house like a madman to grab a box of records. Jayne flipped through the 
box until she found one she liked. She handed the record to Keith and pointed to a song. He immediately smiled 
and started playing it. 


The song she picked was "Sunshine of Your Love," by Cream. She waited for the music to come on, and with 
the opening cords, she slowly started to move her hips. She turned her back to him, and without breaking her 
gaze, started to really work them. Keith licked his lips like a deviant. When the sultry voices of the band began 
to sing, she moved closer to him, running her hands up through her hair and tossing her head back. She walked 
over and pulled him to his feet with one fluid motion He tried to put his hands on her breasts, but Jayne 
slapped them away. 


She started to grind her hips against his groin, eliciting a groan that was audible over the music. Jayne turned 
to face him and continued to grind, only harder this time. She intended to drive him crazy. It must have been 
working because she had never seen a man so hungry for her. She walked behind him and kept dancing, running 
her hands down the front of his shirt, all the way down and back up again. Once her hands were at the top, 
she started to unbutton his shirt. She heard his breath quicken. With his shirt removed, he almost lost 
control. Almost. But he held still, clinching his fists, his eyes wild but focused. 


She slid his shirt off and tossed it behind her into the sand. Jayne slid her soft hands down Keith's toned 
chest. She couldn't believe she was being to forward. It was uncharacteristic of her to take control, but this 
newfound power was exhilarating to her. She reveled in making Keith stand perfectly still and nearly lose 


control. 


She began to languidly slide her hands over Keith's groin, almost losing control herself feeling the bulge in his 
tight pants. His breath hitched, and she continued by unbuttoning his pants and pulling the zipper down. Before 
removing his pants, Jayne slid her hands into them and touched his hips. He wore no underwear, so Jayne knew 
that once his pants were off, there would be nothing left to her imagination. Keith Moon would be standing 


completely naked in front of her. And she knew that he would want her the same way very soon. 


Jayne kept moving her hands inward. She could feel the heat from his swelling cock. Just shy of touching it, 
she stopped short. Keith was thinking she was being a tease, but in truth, she had become afraid The control 
was fun until it was time to take real action. She secretly wished that Keith would take over. His aggressive 


actions had been exciting all night. 


And just like that, he did. He slipped out of her grasp, spun around and kissed her furiously. He pulled her close 
and touched her all over, once again exploring her mouth with his tongue. This time she could clearly taste the 
alcohol from his night of partying. A smell she never liked before, even when the smell was on her. But tasting 
it from Keith's mouth was more intoxicating than the alcohol itself. 


She shivered as she felt Keith's hands pulling her dress up over her head. She gasped as she felt the warm 
night air blowing on her naked skin. Now she stood in front of him almost as naked as he was. Jayne slowly 
undid her bra, tossing it near Keith's shirt. He looked at her with hungry eyes, which lingered on her breasts 


only for a moment before he locked eyes with her again and leaned forward to touch her. 


Keith came close enough to kiss her, but instead leaned in and breathed on her neck, taking in the sweet smell 
of her perfume. He did this for several intense seconds before he began kissing her neck and touching her 
breasts. Jayne's arousal was almost too much for her to handle. She'd never been the foreplay type. Most of 


her sexual experience had been fast and furious and she hadn't minded it. But no one had ever taken the time 
to be slow with her. And it had never been someone famous, and it had never taken place on a beach. Jayne 
realized that she would never have the opportunity again that she had this night. And if Keith wanted to take 
an eternity with her, she would let him. 


Keith moved his hand slowly from one breast to the other, then slowly down her stomach. He stopped when he 
reached her lacey underwear. He didn't stop to ask permission or to make sure she was comfortable. He 
stopped to smile at her; a smile that was so sexy and lustful that at that moment, her body became his. She 
was his slave, and she would gladly bend to his will any way she could. 


After the smile, Keith worked his way around to the other side of her neck. He supported her with his left 
arm, and with his right hand, he put two fingers in the top of her panties. He pulled them down slowly until 
they dropped onto the cloth by her feet. Jayne did her best to kick them out of the way, not caring where 
they went. She quickly felt those same two fingers carefully pressing her most tender spot. Keith worked his 
fingers on her clit with expert strokes. Some were rough and fast, some were sweet and caressing. The 
changing of pace made Jayne's anticipation build ever more. She knew that when she came, her orgasm would 


be overwhelming and far more than she could handle. 


Keith must have known she was close because he pulled back and looked her in the eyes right as she came. 
Jayne felt the world shift - and everything else but the two of them no longer mattered. She held fast to him 
to keep from falling, but she felt herself being lowered onto the cloth. She felt like she was floating down into 
the sand like a feather. Keith pulled off his pants laid down beside her. Again he smiled, but this time seemed 
much more genuine. He didn't seem cocky that he'd given her an orgasm. Instead he seemed happy to have 


made her feel so good. She smiled back, still miles away. 


He kissed slowly down her body until he once again found her most sensitive place. Jayne watched as Keith 
licked his index finger, completely coating it with saliva She closed her eyes as she felt it enter her body, filling 
her with an uncontrollable need to have more. Once all the way in and knowing that it hadn't caused her any 
discomfort, Keith steadily moved his hands a little faster over the next few minutes. Jayne was in complete 
ecstasy, moaning loudly and not caring who heard. The pressure again became too much and her body released 
once more. This time, Keith had an excited grin. He knew what was about to happen, and Jayne couldn't wait to 


feel him inside her. 


She watched in complete awe as Keith looked at his fingers and licked up all the come that lingered Then he 
crawled back up the cloth and offered his fingers to her. Together, the licked up the remaining come. Then 
Keith gave her the most passionate kiss of all as he positioned himself over her and parted her legs. His 
beautiful eyes locked with hers as he slowly pushed his dick inside her. Her body was ready to accept him, and 
he slid in deep. She was completely wet from his actions. Jayne couldn't help but smile. She was so happy. She 
was having sex with someone she'd fantasized about for so long, and not only that, he was taking his time with 


her and making her comfort a priority. 


Jayne had been so caught up in what had been going on, she couldn't believe she hadn't noticed his endowment 


before now. He felt so big. The length filled her to the hilt. The girth was more than she'd taken before, but 


her body was able to take it. She loved how he felt more and more with every thrust. Like his strokes, his 
thrusting changed speeds. He started out slow, and the actions were more like love making than sex. They 
kissed passionately and smiled at one another in the dark. Then he would speed up and they would fuck hard. He 
would ram into her without seemingly without caring about how she felt. Then he would slow back down, and 
the cycle would repeat. They had sex for nearly half an hour before Keith began to breathe harder and his 
actions became slightly more urgent. Jayne knew he was close, and she moved close to his ear and whispered, 


"Come for me." 


Keith came hard, and Jayne felt his come spilling into her. She tossed her head back and enjoyed the sensation 
She watched his face elate as the last of his come filled her. He pulled out and laid his head on her breasts. 
They were both glistening with sweat. They were content to lay together for a while and let the ocean breeze 
cool them. Keith positioned himself and started to look at something. She looked over and realized he was 
watching the water. Something was very relaxing about the sound and movement of the ocean. Jayne had 


always loved it, and California beach music had been a big part of Keith's musical education 


After fifteen minutes or so, Keith pulled himself back up and sat beside Jayne. Grinning wider than ever 


before, he quietly commented, "That was really incredible, love." 


Jayne couldn't think of anything to say, so she sat up and hugged him. He hugged back. There was a very 
quiet, peaceful moment between them. When they parted, they smiled and he stood up, helping her to her feet. 


Jayne walked over to collect their clothes from the sand. Before she had a chance to hand Keith his clothes, 


he made a suggestion. 
"Wanna go inside and get a shower?" 


How could she say no? Already, she wanted another opportunity to do something sexual with him, touching and 
feeling him all over, and in better lighting too. 


"Sounds great! So this is your house?" 


"Of course it is! Did you think | would just walk in a random person's house and take their record player?" He 


joked, lifting the record player up from the ground. 
"Well, let's just say it wouldn't have surprised me." 
"But if I'd had to break in a house to get that dance from you it would have been worth it” 


Jayne's heart almost exploded in her chest. She had given an incredibly sexy dance to someone who loved it. 
And even though she was sure lots of girls had probably given him "professional" dances, she felt that his 
comment was genuine. She tried to push the thought out of her head. Jayne thought about how she probably 
wouldn't see Keith again after tonight. She didn't want to think about it, but it was reality and she needed to 
face facts. And just as she felt her heart sink a little, Keith kissed her, took her by the arm and pulled her 


toward the house. He put the stereo down once inside, then walked across the dark room and turned on a 
small, dim lamp. 


Jayne found herself standing in a small room filled with dirty clothes and various empty alcohol bottles. He told 
her just to drop the clothes anywhere and follow him upstairs. She stepped across the soft carpet and Keith 
took her hand. He led her through the dark, unfamiliar house to where the bathroom was. He used a lighter 
that was on the bathroom sink to light a few candles. 


"Sorry about this, the light got busted at the last party | had here." He sounded like he was telling the truth, 
and Jayne wasn't going to call him out on it. She secretly thanked whoever busted out the light. Seemed more 
romantic that way. She followed him into the shower and closed the shower door behind them. It was really 
dark. The shower had solid walls and didn't face the bathroom window, so the candles did little to light the 
enclosure. Keith turned on the water and leaned his head back, letting the warm water engulf his chestnut 


colored hair. Within moments he was soaked. The water glistened even in the darkness on his naked skin. 
"Your turn," he said, moving Jayne under the jets. 


She tilted her head back and felt the water flowing through her hair. The shower pressure was enough to 
tickle her back and bottom just a little, so that she grinned and giggled. Keith must have seen it through the 
darkness because he wrapped his arms around her and gave her a deep, passionate kiss. In the course of an 
evening, his kisses went from drunken and crazed to slow and sensual. Another thought Jayne tried to forget 
until she felt two fingers on her clit. She moaned in surprise and wrapped her leg around him so he could 
pleasure her further. He inclined his hand around her to stroke her deeper and more intimately. If he kept this 


up, he was going to make her come again. And hopefully, again and again and again 


He massaged the warm folds and once again reached up his hand to his mouth to lick his fingers. He slid two 
fingers in and out of her until she felt herself come hard. The powerful orgasms he gave her had not lessened 
the experience he'd just given her. It felt just as amazing. He held her tight so that she didn't fall when the 
waves of passion hit her. His fingers seemed eager to continue, but Jayne pulled away from him and lowered 
herself to her knees. 


Keith reached over and turned off the water. Jayne pushed him against the wall gently and found his erection 
in the dark. She clasped it in her hand and brought it close to her mouth, giving it a long, slow lick. Jayne could 
faintly taste her own juices that the water hadn't washed away. She smirked as she heard Keith moan, She 
wondered if a little dirty talk would be fitting for the moment. She decided within a second that it was a 
wonderful idea. 

"You like having your dick sucked, don't you?" she purred. 


"Rig," Keith said, his breath hitching with the completion of each lick. 


"What?" Jayne asked, unsure if she'd heard him correctly. 


"My rig. And | love having it sucked. The harder and rougher, the better." 


That was all the talking it took on her part for him to let loose a stream of obscenities. Once he knew she was 


okay with it, he wouldn't stop. 


"You suck it like a little whore, you know that?" His words made her hot. Jayne felt her insides begin to throb 
for him. She was going to have sex with him again, and very soon She had to. She felt Keith's hand on the 
back of her head, pulling her forward so she could take him in deeper. When she was able to keep up a speed 
he was satisfied with, his hand moved. She stopped, pulled his dick all the way out of her mouth and took a 
deep breath. She gave him a cocky look, closed her eyes, and deep throated his big cock. 


"Holy shit!" He cried out. She pulled him back out of her mouth and he yanked her to her feet, threw her 
against the shower wall and rammed his cock deep inside her. She drew a quick breath. She couldn't believe 
how good it felt. Having sex with him standing was such a different sensation. Their height difference made it a 
little awkward at first, but after a few minutes Keith lifted her and kept her in place by pinning her against 
the wall with his chest. He also kept one arm around her. He thrusted as fast and hard as he could, his passion 
for her overwhelming him much quicker than it had the first time. She felt him coming just as she did. She 
felt him stop thrusting and he carefully sat down in the shower, her legs still wrapped around him. He leaned 
his head against the wall and she heard him sign happily. She held him close and kissed all over his face. 


He slid her back and pulled out. But then he pulled her close again and held her tight. They held each other in 
the dark for a long time. Keith gave her slow kisses on her face, neck and along the top of her breasts. He was 


hungry for more but didn't have the energy, so he gave her what he could to her. 


After a while they got out of the shower and Jayne dried her long hair. She got dressed, thinking he might ask 
her to leave. It was very late and she thought he might want to get to bed. She was exhausted too. She got 
her bra and underwear on and was lifting her dress over her head when Keith said, "Where do you think 


you're going?" 


Jayne looked up at him, not sure how to take his comment. "I was just getting dressed. Thought you might be 


ready to take me home so you can get some rest" 


"Well, | am ready for bed, you wore me out pretty good," Keith said with a deviant laugh. "But I'm much too 
tired and too drunk to take you home. If you're tired, why don't you go ahead and stay here tonight?" 


Jayne felt herself blushing. Somehow this affectionate gesture was a little more forthcoming than the 
promiscuous sex they had just engaged in. She wanted to believe the sweet look in Keith's eyes was more than 
just a post-come drunken euphoria, and she knew exactly how to test it. 


"That'd be great," she said with a smile. 


"Okay then, we've got that settled. All right, off with it!" He said and pointed to her bra and panties. 


Jayne stripped down quickly and followed him to his bed on the first floor. She could see the steps from the 
dim light he turned on when they first walked into the house. She pulled back the covers and got under them. 
Keith walked around to the other side of the bed and got in Jayne thought that because he got in on the 
other side that he would sleep apart from her. Again, she was pleasantly surprised to find him curling up next 
to her, even stopping to kiss her cheek before telling her goodnight. Jayne had no idea how she was going to 
sleep curled up in bed with Keith Moon after having sex with him twice, but it seemed no time that she was 
fast asleep. 


Jayne woke up the next morning to find herself alone. She could feel a small pain below the waist, but it was 
nothing compared to how good she felt the night before. She stretched out and listened for sounds of Keith in 
the house. She wondered if she might find him in the kitchen drinking orange juice, hung over with a splitting 
headache. And she did hear him, but he wasn't in the house. She sat up a little in bed and saw him outside on 
the beach. He was singing to himself. He was fully clothed now, and Jayne thought it would be fitting that she 
go out and talk to him fully clothed as well. 


She went upstairs and found her clothes. Strangely though, she couldn't find her panties. ‘Oh well, she thought. 


‘He'll take me home and probably won't notice anyway’ 


We used his brush to comb her hair, washed her face and looked at herself approvingly. She looked around the 
house, not in a nosey way but knowing it was probably the last time she'd ever see it. She was just a girl 
picked up from a crummy liquor store and had sex with him. Amazing sex, but still.she knew that was all it 


would ever be. She sighed and walked down the stairs to find Keith. But before walking outside, she scribbled a 


note on a scrap of paper she found and folded it up. 


Jayne walked outside and Keith seemed very much in thought. What she didn't know is that he was thinking 
about her. Keith actually liked Jayne. But he knew as well as she did that he didn't really have the time or kind 
of lifestyle that would nourish a relationship. He felt a certain connection with her that was instant, but he 
realized that, unfortunately they had met under the wrong circumstances at a bad time in his life. Keith 
though that maybe if they had met a few years ago, or maybe even a few years down the road it would have 
been better timing. But it was how it was, and now he had to take her home. 


"Hey, love. Sleep okay?" 
Jayne nodded. "| did. And you?" 


"Not too bad, either." 


There was a long pause. They both watched the water and listened to the quiet calm of the ocean, not realizing 
they were thinking about the same thing. Keith was the first to speak once again 


‘Guess | ought to be getting you home. Here you are," he said, and handed Jayne her prized platform shoes. 
He'd walked back to the house where they'd crashed the party to get her shoes. She was touched by his 
kindness, but tried not to let it show too much. She didn't want his to think she was pathetic or needy or 


something. 


"| guess I'm ready when you are," she said reluctantly, and touched his shoulder. A bolder side of her wanted 
to stroke his hair, the way a lover would. But she held back. She didn't know that Keith silently wished she 
would. He got up from the sand and dusted himself off. He smiled at her and held her hand for a brief moment 
before leading her toward the car. Thankfully, he had another one at his house. They weren't going to walk 
back the party house for his original car, and Jayne was grateful. She gave him directions how to get back to 
her house which he easily followed. The drive seemed much too short for Jayne, who was sad as Keith's car 


coasted to the front of her house. 

| had a great time with you, love," Keith said almost lucidly. "I." he trailed off. 

| had a great time with you, too," Jayne told him. "I have something for you." 

Jayne handed him the piece of paper she'd written on Keith unfolded it and read it to himself: 

Jayne Green (555) 555-01 REW 

"You know what that means, don't you?" She asked him. 

"R € W; Ready and Willing," Keith laughed. 

"That's right. So if you ever feel like a dance, give me a call sometime. | can always make time for you." 

Keith said nothing, only smiling at her. He motioned for her to come around the side of the car after she got 
out. He handed her a folded up piece of paper, but didn't let her look at it until after he kissed her passionately 
and began to drive away. She watched him drive away. He smiled at her sexily in the mirror as he drove out 
of site. She unfolded and read the paper to herself: 

Call if you want your panties back 

(555) 555-5818 


- Keith 


Jayne blushed and felt a very sudden dull throbbing deep inside. Instead of playing it cool, she let out a long 


overdue scream of fangirl delight, then turned around calmly and walked inside. 


